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Article 3

Smoldered
by Sarah Ward
Through the years I've harbored many different opinions of rainy
days, each one passing quickly into obscurity. Lately, however, I've felt
nothing but remorse on a rainy day. 1was perplexed about why this was, and
wondered how long it would continue. The answer, much to my dismay,
arrived on a quiet rainy evening when 1 recalled an old memory. My friend
Matt and 1 snuck into the woods behind my house...
My father had always told me, "Telling the truth builds character,"
and in especially difficult situations he would add, "even when it's the hardest
thing to do." The thought had haunted me since yesterday night, when my
father confronted me with my jacket and asked why it smelled of smoke.
Matt had somehow managed to obtain the unobtainable. He reached under his
coat and retrieved a pack of cigarettes. The day was heavy and overcast, the
sky smothered in a blanket of thick smokey-grey clouds. Paul drew a match,
and struck it against the dark sandpaper-like substance on the side of the box.
1 had lied to him as vacantly and innocently as 1 could. 1 replied, "I
dunno, Dad. 1 really don't know." The cigarette caught quickly and the tip
glowed red.
"Are you sure?" he asked.
"Yeah, Dad." Vacantly, innocently. Why shouldn't he believe his
eleven-year-old son, whom he had taught the importance of honesty and
character? The smoke poured out, 1 inhaled deeply and felt it sucking life
from my lungs. 1 began to choke; yet, somehow, 1 felt like a man.
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Suddenly, the sky exploded, the fire sputtered, flickered, then died. Damn
the rain.
I had eaten dinner, and was lying in front of the television when Dad
asked to speak with me. I looked at him--seeing discontent in his eyes. I
followed him up the stairs and into his study; a journey that seemed infinitely
timeless, during which I allowed a thousand or more thoughts to swish freely
around in my head. I sat down alongside my father, facing the window.
Outside it was not yet dark, but that hopeless stage of gray insecurity between
sunset and darkness. Dad drew my attention to my jacket with a glance. His
eyes had never turned such grimness toward me before this night. Seeing the
jacket I looked back out the window, noticing the heavy drops of rain still
falling from the cold thickness of the clouds. As he spoke, his eyes
smoldered with uncontrolled fury and sadness, his face frigid with control.
"Your jacket smells of smoke again, son." Controlled, mechanical.
"Probably still from yesterday, Dad."
"I called Mr. Bryant and he said Matt's jacket smells of smoke also."
I was bewildered by this remark, and didn't know why he had said it, or what
he wanted me to say. My eyes looked to his for a remedy to the confusion.
"Matt told Mr. Bryant that he had been smoking in the woods with you." His
eyes burned with disappointment; sad rain drops splattered on the roof,
making popcorn noises. I looked back outside. Suddenly, a bolt of lightning
lit the sagging, cloud-filled sky. "Is this true?"
"Yes." My voice echoed with the guilt I felt.
"Why did you lie to me yesterday?" I knew his eyes sought mine, but
I would not give them to him; I continued to watch the rain fall. Time passed
as he struggled to seize my vision, but I fought off his attacks, gazing out the
window. Finally he abandoned his effort. "I'm disappointed in you," he
said. "I thought we had an understanding." I opened my mouth to apologize;
the words though, proved too elusive. My father stood up and calmly left the
room, leaving behind my jacket; and the cold sound of the door closing.
I felt a numb, empty sorrow. The rain continued to fall, in icy
stilettos, piercing the darkness in a prelude to night. I watched as drops
struck the outside of the windowsill violently, and then rolled steadily down
in; I felt one do the same on my eye and cheek. I had let him down. Why
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had he not lectured? Raised his voice? Perhaps he was as hurt as I was. For
the first time in my young life, there were no excuses; no explanations. If I
hadn't lied, would reality be less painful?
"Telling the truth builds character, especially when it is the hardest
thing to do," I said to myself as I watched the rain fall. It was dark now.
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